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was flanked by a long line of buildings, the buildings
that when I saw them from the bazaar I had mis-
taken for rows of squat, one-storied houses. White-
washed and hermetically closed, these houses are
miniature palaces built by the rulers of Sikh native
states to serve as their abode when they come here
on pilgrimage. At other times they are at the
disposal of ordinary pilgrims. The fa9ades are
charmingly adorned with balconies and pillars, and,
tier by tier, the palaces descend by two or three
degrees to the level of the marble esplanade
skirting the tank. Together they form a perfect
frame, a simple setting of dead white for the
intricate splendours of the Golden Temple of
Amritsar.
Zoned in dazzling white, the water of the tank
is blue beyond description, and in the midst
glitters a marble islet crowned with a peerless
diadem of gold. Foursquare it rises, like a great
nugget from some fabled Eldorado, the cornice
studded with a coronal of shining globes; four
small minarets stand at the angles, golden sentinels
around the scintillating dome. A long, narrow
marble causeway almost level with the water links
the marble island with the marble pavement bor-
dering the tank. The esplanade is planted with
shade-trees. The trunks are encased in marble
sockets like yard-high candlesticks, which serve as
pedestals, and the trees seem to have taken root
not in earth but in the solid stone. Incongruous
flowers, sprigs of jasmine, roses and orange-blossom,
festooned their branches. Now and again the sun
shone forth between the rain-clouds, turning the
temple to a flaming mass of gold ; then, as the light
died out, the glory passed, fading into a soft,
diminished radiance.